17o               JACOB'S ROOM

gentleman in eighteenth-century costume. A
mastiff lay extended against a battered door. The
lower panes of the windows were of ground glass,
and the curtains, accurately looped, were of plush
and green too.

Lauretta and Jacob sat with their toes in the
fender side by side, in two large chairs covered
in green plush. Laurette's skirts were short, her
legs long, thin, and transparently covered. Her
fingers stroked her ankles.

" It's not exactly that I don't understand
them/' she was saying thoughtfully, " I must
go and try again."

" What time will you be there ? " said Jacob.

She shrugged her shoulders.

" To-morrow ?"

No, not to-morrow.

" This weather makes me long for the country,"
she said, looking over her shoulder at the back
view of tall houses through the window.

" I wish you'd been with me on Saturday,"
said Jacob,

" I used to ride," she said. She got up grace-
fully, calmly. Jacob got up. She smiled at
him. As she shut the door he put so many
shillings on the mantelpiece.

Altogether a most reasonable conversation ;
a most respectable room ; an intelligent girl.